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Dîown in B. C. where the Fraser flo'ws,
Someone is waiting and watching iwho knws

Nigh'tly a prayer ie whispered for me
In that littie grey home in B. C.

Down in France where the Yser flo'ws,
" Somewhere in Flanders nobody lrnows-

Where the ramn drenches, there in the treuches
Stand five thousand brave sons et B. G.

do'wn',
from Vancouver to'wn,
of brown,
Ssons of B. G.

wdsley, 47th Bn., G. E. F.

To the boys of 'The Thizd Tunnei.Ifl
CoxnPaxxy.

They sing about the submarine,
SThey ain't no (penny) liner;

* Their a:ereal cioft, God Save the King,
There could he nothing finer.

ll not forget the Anld Scots Greys,
The Porty 'Twas, The Scots wha hae. t

For 'what could be sublimer.
14ut listen to me just a -wYiIe,

As 1 indite in ma ain styl4,
To griimy féarless sonsý of toil,

The Army Miner.

He's nought to see him on paradeà,
In fact for that be was 'na m~ade,

For grand review nor sic a tbing,
Or roval saluts. wi' but a snade.

$QGi ana iat
~ltorial ought
zed aceoont.


